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Author's Notes: 

Merry Ficmaslll | only had time to write one story this year and couldn't decide which prompt to go with: 
‘Metallica - TBA-era snobbish billionaire Lars gets caught speeding in his sportscar by HTSD-era highway cop 
James. PWP. Hit me with as many smut stereotypes as you like!" or "Metallica, Foo Fighters - Dave discovers 
that he has a cop fetish when he's arrested by Officer Hetfield" So | combined them both! | hope the wisher 
of the James/Lars prompt doesn't mind Dave Grohl joining the fun. Lars is 28, Dave 40, and James 5b here. 
(PS: Apologies for the lack of Pantera content, despite what the title may suggest) 


CONTENT WARNING: bondage themes, dub-con, Please note that this is fetish fic only and not intended to 


disrespect real-life victims of police violence or make light of police corruption in any way. 


II Somewhere along the California coast. 


If you don't want the paparazzi following you at every turn, you probably shouldn't drive a blinding white 
Lamborghini Diablo. You definitely shouldn't have a vanity plate that reads DRUMGOD slapped on the back. 
Anyone truly worthy of that title wouldn't need to advertise, but good luck explaining any of that to an 


attention whore like Lars Ulrich. Believe me, I've tried. 


My vehicle of choice, on the other hand, is anything that drives better than it looks. Speed is important. | get 
that, because | chase rich idiots in sports cars for a living. | have to keep up to get paid. That's how | know 
that good brakes are just as important--and that real skill is knowing when to slow down. Kinda like drumming. | 


didn't have much luck explaining that to Lars either. 


Point is, he makes it way too easy for camera-toting vultures like me. He knows tabloids sell records. He can't 


help but flaunt like a rock star even when he thinks nobody's watching. That's what gets him in trouble. 


Not that | feel sorry for the little Danish diva. Lars‘ tantrums at being caught are as hilarious as they are 


hypocritical, and I've earned his weight in cash recording the evidence for posterity. 


I've been following him for ten or fifteen miles now. It's what | do on slow days whenever he's in town. Park my 
quick but unremarkable vehicle in the vicinity of his usual haunts and tail him until he does something 
interesting or | get bored. Presently, Lars appears to be joyriding. Top down. Hair streaming in the wind. No 


apparent destination or purpose beyond his chronic delusion that life is one big music video. 
In the real world, meanwhile, there's a speed trap coming up. 


| found out the hard way last year. Couldn't see the CHP cruiser until | passed the billboard it was hiding 
behind. | appreciated the irony of falling for the same trick | play on the job, so | accepted the ticket without 


argument, even though it ate up my latest check from National Enquirer. 


Lars takes my dropping back as a cue to gun the engine. He screams around the curve and hits the 
straightaway doing 90. Sure enough, a patrol car peels out from behind the billboard, siren blaring. The 
Lamborghini pulls to the shoulder. Looks like the only running Lars has planned is his mouth--in the face of a 
grizzled old cop who doesn't take kindly to speeders. 


And guess who's got a brand new Camcorder at the ready? 
Cha-ching! Payday, baby. 


The cop leaves the lights flashing as he saunters up to the Lamborghini. Definitely the same one who ticketed 
me. Sturdy, broad-shouldered, and damn near seven feet tall in his trooper hat. He keeps it pulled low over his 
eyes, so the first thing drivers see is a mouthful of flawless, menacingly white choppers. His back remains 
turned as | roll past. No death glare, no "keep it moving" like | usually get from cops during traffic stops. 
Barely a glance as | pull off a few yards ahead of Lars. | hit the hazard lights to pretend I'm having car 
trouble. The cop turns back to the registration in his hand. 


Its Lars who notices me approaching with the Camcorder. Despite the hair tucked under my beanie in a half- 
assed disguise, his eyes widen in recognition His expression goes from haughty to furious in a heartbeat. | can 
see him squirming in his seat despite the human tank blocking his door. 


"That's him!" Lars points. "That fucking vulture, right there. He was chasing me. Trying to make me crash so 
he could film it." 


"Not true, Officer. Just a lucky coincidence." 


The cop squares his shoulders and sucks in his gut. Looks like | caught his attention after all. "Get back in your 
vehicle, sir. Nothing to see here." 


"| beg to differ." 
"Get back in the car before | arrest you for interfering in a traffic stop.” 


Youd have to catch me first, Porky. Would be the perfect comeback if Lars wasn't already ranting at full 


volume. He hates being upstaged. Hates it even more than being inconvenienced. 


"--glmost ran me off the fucking road! You should arrest him for reckless endangerment. And harassment. 


And stalking! And--" 

"Just doin my job." 

The cop's eyes narrow. "Which is what, exactly?" 

"Inbred, basement-dwelling, piece of shit paparazzo," Lars spits. 

"The preferred term is freelance photojournalist" 

"Suck my dick, Grohl!" 

"lm flattered. Too bad Entertainment Tonight would blur that shit out" 

Lars lurches up, only to be shoved back into his seat by a huge tattooed paw. 


"You, keep your hands on the wheel. You--" the cop points straight into my lens. "Turn that camera off right 


now and eject the tape." 


"No way.” | backstep but keep rolling. "This here's property of DG Productions, LLC. As a licensed member of 
the press, I'm within my legal rights to film on a public street. Ask my lawyer if you don't believe me." 


"Who's your lawyer?" 


"| represent myself” 


The cop snort-laughs. Check out the nuts on this one-laughs. It's strangely disarming. It's also literally 
disarming, | discover a second later when he snatches the Camcorder and spins me around by the wrist. Guess 
that's what | get for letting my guard down: bent over the Diablo's hood with my arms pretzeled behind my 
back. Which is about as comfortable as it sounds. 


"Hell yeah," | tease as the cuffs encircle my wrists. "Excessive force and false arrest. ACLU's gonna looooooove 


this." 


Did | mention the camera's still rolling? It's sitting on the hood, pointing right into my grinning maw. Most cops 
would've let it smash to the ground. This one's being oddly careful. 


Lars, who can't stand being ignored for anything, starts whining again 
"You're scratching my fucking car!" 


"First you want him detained. Then you complain about it." The cop shakes his head. "Sounds like your priorities 


are as fucked as your driving." 
"Yeah? This paint job alone costs more than your salary, pig" 
"What did you just say?" 


Lars smirks. Gotta hand it to him--he's about to make things a lot more interesting than | could. Hell, he looks 
ready to go full Zsa Zsa Gabor on our buddy with the badge. | might have some company on the hood here, in 


a second. 
"You heard me. Now, get that asshole off my car and write the fucking ticket already." 


Sure enough, it's an encore performance. Lars assumes he's won. He lets his guard down. Officer Friendly seizes 
the opportunity to seize Lars by the studded denim collar. Little brat isn't wearing a seatbelt, which makes it 
way too easy to hoist him from the car. He curses and kicks and flails. He even makes a grab for the 
Camcorder. Then he bites the dust--literally. Hits the ground like a rag doll. The cop pounces. "Stay right 
fucking there, Grohl!" he grunts, fumbling with the cuffs. 


"Like I'd even dream of missing the show." 


l'm on my way again ten minutes later. Minus my prized Camcorder, of course. Minus my wallet and the 
contents of my trunk as well. That's why I'm following the patrol car like a good boy instead of going home. 
Can't do shit without my license or equipment. If | want them back, I'll do exactly what l'm told. That's the deal. 


See, Officer Friendly doesn't take kindly to bribery attempts. At least not the monetary kind. Lars tried cash, 
jewelry, concert tickets, and backstage passes--fuck, he even offered to buy the cop a Lamborghini of his own. 
Anything he ever dreamed of would be his, if he let Lars go. Officer Friendly shook his head in disgust and 
stuffed Lars in the back of the patrol car. 


Last | heard before the door slammed in the Danish Diva's face was more whining about the Lamborghini. It'll 


get stolen! Itll get vandalized! It'll rain and the interior will be ruined! 


Wish | could've heard his response to Officer Friendly uncuffing me instead. I'm sure it was priceless. At least | 
have a nice view of Lars’ head through the back window. His rock star mullet is trashed. It looks like he 
electrocuted himself before face-planting into a mud puddle full of cigarette butts. | could get five grand for 
that shot, easy. 


Gotta get my camera back first. Speaking of priorities and all. 


The cop turns down an unpaved road. My Camaro stays on the cruiser's tail. Not close enough to slam into the 
trunk containing my own equipment, should Officer Friendly hit the brakes, but close enough to prove l'm 
serious about getting it back. We bounce over terrain better suited for a Jeep for a quarter mile or so before 
the overgrowth gives way to an abandoned motel. The windows, doors, and most of the roof are long gone, and 
the faded cinderblock walls are tagged with graffiti. Looks like the perfect place for drug deals and police 


training exercises alike. Wonder if they ever have scheduling conflicts. 


Officer Friendly is outside my window the second | roll to a stop. He's so burly, he practically blocks out the 
sun. It's a fucking solar eclipse behind his trooper hat. He clinks a set of cuffs against the glass. "Step out of 
the vehicle and place your hands behind your head" 


Doing as instructed gets me bent over the hood of my own car this time. | can't help but notice Lars watching 
from the backseat of the cruiser. He's getting exactly what he wished for: his favorite paparazzo spread- 
legged and cuffed up. | shoot Lars a grin, because he never specified that | find the experience unpleasant. 
There's too much hair in his face and grime on the cruiser's windows to see his reaction. That's okay. I'm sure 


he'll have plenty to say about it later. | have bigger things to contend with in the meantime. Emphasis on biger. 
Possibly even bigger than my mouth. 

"Might be an inopportune time to point out, but this doesn't look like jail." 

"That's because you're not under arrest," says Officer Friendly--or rather, Hetfield. That's the name on the 
brass tag pinned to his uniform. Trooper J. Hetfield, California Highway Patrol. Do the other CHiPs have any idea 


where he is right now? "You're just being detained." 


My grin widens as Hetfield perp-walks me toward the cruiser. "| see you enjoy a little light bondage before the 
old beat-and-release. Or is that just wishful thinking?" 


"Better watch that mouth of yours, Grohl.” 

In other words, shut up before he knocks my teeth out and feeds me a bacon sandwich. In that order. 
Lars keeps his bloodied nose in the air as Hetfield opens the cruiser door. 

"Same warning, Ulrich. Gonna behave yourself?" 

"Eat shit, pig.” 


This from a man whose thousand dollar ensemble is shredded and covered in filth. | can't help but snort 


appreciatively. Even Hetfield chuckles. 


"You're lucky l'm more pissed off at your butt buddy right now. He's the reason that traffic stop went south 
in the first place." 


"Then cut me loose," Lars insists. 

"Not so fast. You still had a choice back there, and you chose to obstruct justice and assault an officer of the 
law. Not to mention attempted bribery." Hetfield pushes back the brim of his hat. Sunlight glares from his gold 
aviators, forcing Lars to squint. "That means you're not going anywhere until | say so." 

"What happens in the meantime?" | pipe up. 

"Good question First, you'll get down on your knees." 

"Uh..." 


Hetfield snaps his fingers and points at the littered pavement. 


| somehow manage not to kneel on broken glass, but it's still gonna hurt getting up. Not that I'd ever admit l'm 
getting too old for this shit. Not even in a nursing home being read my last rites. 


"Not you," Hetfield says to Lars. "You'll stand here in front of Grohl 
"And do what?" 

"Exactly what it looks like" 

Lars goes dead silent, and | feel my eyes bug out 


"Wait, whafe" 


"No fucking way." Lars shakes his head so hard that dust clouds up around him. Like Pigpen, if | were Charlie 


Brown. "I am not putting my dick in that vulture's mouth. | dont even know where it's been!" 
Shock quickly gives way to snark. “Why don't you ask your mom" 

"Why don't you shut the fuck up," Lars sneers. 

"Look, man, Im not down with this either. | never liked tater tots’ 

"Fuck you, Groh!" 


"That's the idea," Hetfield says. "Sooner you get it over with, the sooner you can get back to the overpriced 


hunk of junk you were so concerned about" 


"Fuck, fuck, fuck." The more Lars repeats it, the more it sounds like fock The more he repeats that, the more 
he sounds like a squawking hen. “Alright, FINE! I'll focking do it. But he better not focking bite me." 


"Hey. If it bleeds, it leads." 

That gets my beanie yanked off and my head pulled back by the hair. Can't say | wasn't warned. 

"Grohl knows better than to do anything that would jeopardize his livelihood" Hetfield's breath is hot and sour 
in my face. "He wouldn't want those rolls of film exposed to daylight. He would never risk all that valuable 
footage. He made it clear he wants his equipment back as much as you want yours. I'm sure that applies to 


more than just cameras and cars. Isn't that right, Grohl?" 


He's got me on a technicality. Hetfield asked what | was willing to do to get my gear back, and | did say 


whatever it takes 

| promise to watch the teeth, okay? Let's just do what he says and get this over with." 

Lars huffs. "Sounds like you're in a hurry to suck pig dick when we're done." 

I'm sure he'll let you go first, if you ask nicely." 

Instead of twisting my hair tighter, Hetfield lets go and stands tall again His shadow engulfs Lars whole. 


"Gotta say, Ulrich, you sound awfully ungrateful for someone about to get revenge on the slimebag who tried 
to run you off the road." 


"Allegedly tried," | chime in. 


"And these stalling tactics will only make it harder on you both." 


Hetfield leaves his punny threat to hang in the air while he retrieves something from the cruiser's trunk. At 
first glance, | assume it's one of my cameras. Turns out to be a Polaroid. The kind cops carry around to take 
evidence photos. In his other hand are a small bottle and pair of latex gloves. 

Lars watches with a mixture of panic and curiosity in his eyes. He stiffens visibly at Hetfield's approach, and | 
don't just mean his posture. Squirms while the cop's ungloved hands travel over his body from behind. Over his 
hips, down the outsides of his legs, then back up the insides to met at Lars’ crotch. His teeth clench as 
Hetfield palms the growing bulge--just enough to make sure it's not a concealed weapon. Not a lethal one, at 
least. His breath hitches when the fingers move to his zipper and belt. It comes back out with an indignant 
huff as Hetfield steps away, leaving Lars' jeans halfway undone. 

"Am..am | supposed to fish it out myself?" | ask. "Like apple bobbing?" 

Nope. That's where the gloves come in. Hetfield makes a show of stretching the latex over his tatted fingers 
until the ink shows through. When he lets go with a snap! we both jump. Good thing he did that before | had 
anything between my teeth. 

Speaking of, here it comes. Hetfield wraps one gloved hand around the back of my neck while the other feeds a 
surprisingly hard and meatier-than-expected bratwurst into my mouth. He pistons his hips against Lars' ass to 
set the rhythm, then tugs the jeans down to Lars’ knees. 

"Hey, wait a sec--" 

"Did | tell you to stop fucking his mouth?" 

Lars squirms. "No, but--" 

Hetfield points at me. "Did | tell you to stop sucking his cock?" 

| tighten my lips and take a drag that would burn a cigarette down to the filter, if | were smoking. 
"Fuuuuuuck," Lars groans. 


"That's more like it" 


| ease up and start working my tongue. Just enough to keep Lars singing the same tune. | hear the pop of a 
bottle cap, then a squishing noise. 


Hetfield gloved hand gleams with moisture as he crouches behind Lars again. "Hold still, Ulrich." 


"The fuck are you doing?" 


"Cavity search. Make sure you don't have anything stashed up there that'll stick me later." 
"Shit!" 
"You better not," Hetfield warns. "Now, spread your legs." 


Thanks to me, Lars is as distracted as he is defiant, so Hetfield's boot does the job for him. | hear the sticky 


wet noise again. 

"Ow, that-- fuck" 

"Try to relax. Clenching only makes it hurt worse." 

"So does using more than one finger, you fascist!” 

Hetfield's spare hand moves to his belt. "My fingers or my nightstick: your choice." 

Fingers! Okay? Just hurry the fuck up!" 

My thoughts exactly. The old jawbore's starting to get sore. 

Hetfield, of course, takes his sweet time. That's not to say he's gentle about it. He keeps adding fingers until 
Lars whines, "too many!" and thrusts so hard that he's practically punching me in the mouth with Lars’ dick 
This is what | get for sticking my camera in other people's business. Point taken 

"You listening, Grohl?" 


| mumble in the affirmative. Lars groans from the vibration 


"You are going to stay right there, even after he blows his load. You will not spit or swallow until | say so. Are 


we understood?" 


Another mumble, another groan. | can see myself reflected in Hetfield's shades. The very picture of humiliation 
and debasement. Speaking of, didn't he have a Polaroid just now? 


"Oh, shit." Lars gasps. 


Here it comes. The money shot. | tighten my throat as the first drops hit my tongue. Sit there obediently 


while my mouth fills up with celebrity scum, just like we agreed. 


Lars, meanwhile, has plenty to say on the matter, and none of intelligible. 


Hetfield withdraws his fingers and peels off the glove. "Don't pull out until | say so," he warns Lars, then 
retreats from view. Glass and gravel crunch beneath his boots as he backsteps several paces. "Now. Turn 
toward me, and say cheese." 

Lars’ dick pops from my lips like a cork. Cum flows down my chin as | bear my pearly whites at, sure enough, 
Hetfield's Polaroid camera Lars gawks like a deer caught mid-rut in the headlights. The flash goes off three 


times before either of us come to our senses. Neither of us bother asking what the fuck. The obvious answer 


is blackmail material. 


Hetfield tosses the photos into the driver's seat and pats the hood of the cruiser. "Both of you, get your 


asses back over here." 

| forget my hands are cuffed and stumble to my feet. Wipe my mouth on my shoulder to hide the strain on 
my face. Unfortunately, there's not much | can do about the strain in my jeans. At least | don't have to do the 
dropped-trou shuffle like my partner in crime. 

"Now what?" asks Lars. 


"Assume the position" 


"Finally!" | bend over the hood, legs spread. "Make sure you check my prostate while you're up there, Officer. 
Save me a trip to the doctor this year." 


"Sorry, Grohl. No cavity search for you today’ 

| fake pout. "How's that fair?" 

"| dont need to be in your ass to know you're full of shit: 

"Then why'd you make me bend over?" 

Silence. Then, WHAPI right across both cheeks. | scream like a bitch in spite of myself 

"The fuck was that?! 

Hetfields baton. Same one he threatened Lars with. He lays it menacingly close to my face, then pops the cap 

on the lubricant bottle again "Enough questions," he says. "That strike was a warning, but | didn't get my stick 
out for you! 

Lars starts squirming against the hood next to me, so he gets one too. Bare-assed this time. Screams so hard 


that his voice cracks. Why does that little shit get all the fun? Which apparently includes my bearie being 
stuffed into his mouth as a gag. My one unspooged article of clothing. Nice. 


"You want me to just rock out without my cock out. Punishment by blue balls." Thumbs up, behind my back. 
"Got itl" 


"Oh, I'm not done with you yet" Hetfield takes hold of my cuffed wrists. The clink of metal and weight of his 


hand send gooseflesh up my arms. "What | have in mind is something | know you'll be good at." 
"Mouth stuff?" 
"No, smartass. Photography. 


In goes the key. Off pop the cuffs. Hetfield stands me up and shoves the Polaroid into my hands before | can 
even rub my chafed wrists. The label reads Property of the California Highway Patrol 


"Hang on--" 


"To the footage | confiscated until we're finished,” Hetfield cuts in. "Yep. That's the plan. Now back up a few 
paces. Try to get as much of your buddy in the frame as possible, but keep my head out" 


That answers most of the questions | was about to ask. The irony of enlisting me for the same thing that got 
me in trouble is clearly not lost on Hetfield Makes for a nice, karmic punishment, in fact. | almost admire the 


way his sick mind works. 

"From the side, or at an angle?" 

Not gonna lie. I'm also flattered as hell that he complimented my photography skills. 

"Side view. At least to start" Hetfield picks up the baton and the lube. "Will these help you set up the shot?" 
Lars goes whiter than the Lamborghini's paint job. 

"Certainly couldn't hurt," | reply. 


He peppers my wadded beanie with "fuck"s, then starts gnawing like a rabid rat. Poor Lars. | probably shouldn't 


have winked when | said it. 


Then again, why should | deny myself the satisfaction--or bother hiding it? I'm getting the kind of photo op | 
could only dream of until now. Way better than Lars getting prissy over a speeding ticket. Way better than 
Lars rolling in a ditch with a cop twice his size. | have Lars about to take it up the ass from the long schlong 
of the law, close-up and in perfect lighting. Too bad these shots will never make the tabloids. Worth it, though. 
Celebrity tantrums all start to look the same after a while. Forgotten as soon as the flash goes off. Just 
another paycheck. This one's actually better than money. This one will stay seared into my brain. 


Lars' thrashing earns him Hetfield's palm across the ass and another verbal warning. He bites hard into the 
gag as the baton slides between his cheeks. Only an inch or two. Maybe three. Just enough to help me find the 
best angle. And there it is! | even have Hetfield's bulge in the shot, cupped by his other hand. 


"Should | take one now?" 


The baton withdraws, followed by a whimper and a disappointed groan. I'm not sure which was Lars and which 


was me. 


"Not until | say when," Hetfield replies. "Just keep track of how many shots are left. Save the last one for 
Ulrich's face." 


Now we're talking. "Last shot, frontal view. Copy that" 


Speaking of frontal: the heat that Hetfield is packing inside his skin-tight uniform makes the baton look like a 
mere drumstick by comparison. The condom he rolls over it must be a Magnum--just like his gun! l'm 
exaggerating, of course, but I'm trying to imagine the scene through Lars’ eyes. Every dick looks big to a guy 
that small. | can see why Hetfield chose him over me for their Deliverance reenactment. That, plus the size of 
Lars' fame and bank account. He puts one meaty hand on Lars' head to keep him looking my way. The other 
kneads each reddened cheek before pushing the head of his cock between them. 


"Take a picture," Hetfield says. 


It's a good one, too. Almost an instant classic. Their bodies joined by a six-inch bridge of flesh. One cheek pulled 
aside by Hetfield's thumb to show that it's penetration, not a trick of perspective. I'm as close as | can get 
without losing my frame of reference: the hood of the cruiser, the khaki uniform sleeve of the arm pinning 
Lars down, and the cop's pants sagging from the weight of his utility belt. Any closer, and it's just a collision of 
junk. A generic porno shot. Any further, and the trooper's head comes into frame. The only identifiable person 
in the picture is Lars. 


Hetfield picked the right photographer for the job, indeed. 


He takes it slow at first--partly to break his prisoner in, partly to give me a nice, clear view of himself balls- 


deep. 

"Now," he says. 

With a flash and a whir, proof rolls straight from the camera. 

Shame l'm not allowed to get Hetfield's face in the shot. Especially when he rips off his sunglasses and mops 


the sweat from his brow. His eyes are a piercing shade of blue. His pocked, weathered skin glistens in the sun 


His expression is somehow blissed out and ravenous with power, all at once. 


They say a picture is worth a thousand words. | say a picture is worth a thousand bucks, but with money off 
the table, | can finally appreciate the first saying. There's no way to describe in words alone how fucking hot 


he looks laying down the law like that. You'd need to see it like | am. You'd need to see it to really feel it. 


I'm definitely feeling it, by the way. With every vicious thrust of Hetfield's pelvis. Every slap of Lars’ trembling 
body against the patrol car. Every "fock!" he manages to scream past the wad of yarn in his mouth. Every 
"now!" that Hetfield grunts at me. My dick pounds at my jeans like a fist. Both hands are on the Polaroid, and | 
don't dare let go to unzip myself. | can't risk ruining the shot. Creaming my pants was undoubtedly part of my 
punishment anyway. I'm here to help Hetfield get off, not the other way around. 


Somehow, | manage to last as long as he does. Probably because | had company last night. | can't do a damn 
thing about it besides clench my teeth and zombie-shuffle around the patrol car to get the money shot. 
Hetfield makes it easy to focus on Lars by rearing back as he comes, lifting his prisoner from the hood by the 
hair. Neither of us misses a beat when Lars spits out the gag. He's clearly too exhausted to speak--and much 
more recognizable now. It's exactly the kind of photo that cops and tabloids love. Slobbering, wild-eyed, arms 
hidden behind his bowed torso in a pose that screams forced restraint. Shots like this only happen once or 


twice in a lifetime, if you're lucky. 
Circumstances be damned. | still lucked the fuck out today. 


Lars hits the hood with an unceremonious splat as Hetfield lets go of his hair. He's too dazed to care. Dazed to 
the point of tiny Lamborginis and drum kits circling his head, if this were a cartoon 


Hetfield leaves his prey cuffed and sprawled while he cleans up. Hat brim down. Sunglasses up. Uniform 
straightened. Prophylactics bagged. Evidence gathered and secured. He flips through the Polaroids with a wicked 
grin. "You sure kept those frames consistent, Grohl. It's like watching a porno clip.” 

“Thanks. | pride myself on detail." 

"Would you say you've learned your lesson about interfering with police officers?" 


"You bet your Krispy Kreme!" 


He snorts. "I'm dead serious, Grohl. | better not see your dopey face behind that Camcorder on my beat again. 


Save that shit for the LAPD. Are we understood?" 
"As soon as you honor your half of the deal, we are." 


Hetfield stays true to his word. I'm allowed to recover my equipment from the cruiser's trunk while Lars 
stays cuffed. They both watch me sigh as | open my Camcorder. As if Hetfield would really forget to 
confiscate the tape that set all this in motion. The rest is still there. That's all | care about as far as footage 


is concerned. 


"What about you, Ulrich?" 
"What about me?" Lars murmurs. 


"Still gonna sue my ass off, even though my salary doesn't amount to pocket change for a millionaire crybaby 


like you?" 

"Couldn't if | wanted to." 

Hetfield nods. "Would you, if you could?" 
"Not worth it,” Lars says. 


"That's right. Especially not when the side of my cruiser is splattered in your cum. | would make you clean 


that off with your tongue, if we had more time.” 

“There's also some on your boots," | chime in. 

They ignore me. Lars stays draped over the hood like a crash test dummy even after the cuffs spring loose. 
Hetfield has to drag him to his feet and pull his jeans back up. I've seen Lars wasted plenty of times, but 
never like this. He looks absolutely destroyed Hopefully | can snap a quick shot after Hetfield's gone. 

"What about the ticket?" Lars asks. 

"Not worth it," Hetfield says. "Just watch your speed from now on" 

‘Same goes for your drumming!” 


Again, they ignore me. 


“That's it?" Lars asks--as if we spent the last hour being lectured instead of violated. "You're just letting us 
go?" 


Hetfield nods. "Released on your own recognizance." 
"How do | know you won't leak those Polaroids?" 
"Dont tempt me. That's how" 

"What about my car?" 


Meanwhile, Hetfield is getting back into his, and he has to remove the oversized trooper hat before he can sit 


down. His silver crewcut shimmers with sweat. | feel my jaw go slack. | can't help it, I'm like a crow around 


shiny things. 
"What about it?" Hetfield says. 
"| need to get back to it, is what!" 


There it is. That snooty whine. That demanding urgency. Lars is starting to sound like his old self again, which 
Hetfield clearly has no time for. 


"Maybe you could ask your buddy Grohl for a lift" He flicks his gold aviators toward me, letting the sun do 


the winking. "You two seem a lot closer now." 
The patrol car rolls off in a cloud of dust. 


l'm inclined to do likewise. The wind whistling through the ruined motel makes me shiver. Fuck knows who could 


be lurking inside, waiting for Hetfield to leave. He didn't exactly canvass the place. 
"C'mon" | open the Camaro's passenger door. "Quicker than waiting on a cab." 


Lars wrinkles his nose at the pile of fast food wrappers, then looks down at his own clothes and shrugs. "Fine. 


But no pictures, Grohl. | saw you stick a camera under your s--" 


"Don't flatter yourself. My only plan right now is to grab a beer and wash my mouth out. I'll drop you on the 


way. Now, get your ass in" 


We ride with the windows down until we reach paved road again. Lars rolls his up, and immediately | smell 
Hetfield again. He's getting pig stink all over the upholstery. Now he's pawing through the glove box, like I'm just 
the chauffeur over here. Fucking brat. 

"If you're looking for weed or blow, you're outta luck" 

"Why?" Lars chuckles. "Were they confiscated too?" 

"Very funny.” 

He holds up my spare shades. "Can | borrow these? Mine ended up in the ditch." 


"Like | haven't done you enough favors today?" 


"But | need a disguise! Someone might recognize me." 


"Good point," | admit. "You look like someone just fucked your brains out, and they'd assume it was me. My 


reputation would never recover. 
"My lips are sealed" 

"There's a first” 

Lars smirks. "Says the loudmouth who just blew me" 

"Hey. It was supposed to be the other way around" 

"What's that mean?" 

Oopsie. "I assumed it would be the other way around" 

"Bullshit, What aren't you telling me, Grohl?" 

"Trade secrets," | assure him. "That's all” 

‘Like how you knew that cop would take the bait?" 

Sometimes | forget that Lars is smarter than he looks. Then | remember that Lars isn't nearly as smart as 
he thinks he is. Not to mention that he's still a kid, compared to me, and pampered as a poodle. Meanwhile, | 
worked as a private investigator for ten years before Lars even hit the scene. Before | realized how much 


more money | could make from the tabloids. 


"| know cops like | know celebrities. | know their habits and | know their vices. It all comes down to experience, 


with a dash of instinct. Isn't that why you recruited me for this gig? My surveillance skills?" 


"Yeah, but." Lars tugs at the inseam of his jeans. He's already got a half-chub again. "You said he only pulled 


you over once." 

"And gave me two options. | went with the ticket." 

"You sound disappointed." 

| ignore the bait, however accurate. "My later surveillance confirmed a pattern" 
"What kind of surveillance?" 


"Same kind | used on you." 


That shuts Lars up. At least until | round the curve and pass the billboard Hetfield was parked behind earlier. 
His usual hiding spot is empty. So is the stretch of shoulder where Lars and | pulled over. 


"Shit! | was only pretending to be worried about my car. Looks like some motherfucker stole it for real" 
Or towed for illegal parking. 

"Well, that sucks." 

But l'm sure my buddy Nate at the tow yard can help figure it out. 

"Do you think Trooper Hetfield will be the one to take the report if | call it in?" 

‘Seriously? That's all you can think about when your Lamborghini is missing?" 

"Damn right," Lars says. "You should know that better than anyone." 

"Touché." 

I'm bored with that car anyway." 


"Makes it far too easy to follow you, that's for sure." | flash Lars my biggest, brightest Grohl Grin. He's 
obviously a sucker for toothy guys. "I miss the challenge.’ 


"Then I'll buy a beater next time." He pats the Camaro's dash. "Kinda like this one." 


"Watch it, Richie Rich. This beaters your only ride home at the moment. Unless you want me to drop you 
right here without slowing down first." 


"Do you think Trooper Hetfield would be the one to find me?" 

| snort. 

"What?" Lars asks innocently 

"You swore it was a simple cop fetish. You only wanted a taste of pork sausage, you said--' 
"And you found the biggest, hardest, juiciest one!" 


"Listen to yourself. You're obsessed. You've gone full fuckin’ badge bunny on me. | hope you don't expect me to 


keep hooking you up, like your personal police pimp.’ 


"The hell's a badge bunny?" 


Flip that visor down and you'll see." 


Lars falls for it, or pretends to. He cackles like a hyena when he sees his reflection in the mirror. "Badge 


Bunny. That's hilarious." 
"Yep, and it'll make a perfect headline in the Enquirer if you fuck this arrangement up by getting reckless." 


His tone softens into sincerity. "I won't. | promise. I've been trying to say thank you for real this whole time, 


but it's hard when you keep making me laugh." 
"I imagine it's also hard when you're hard." 


"See?" He breaks into the same dorky, unrehearsed smile that won me over in the first place. "There you go 


again!" 
"Can't believe you're not exhausted already." 
"Are you?" 


Not as exhausted as | was, come to think of it. Parched as fuck, yes. Also surprisingly hungry. Must be all this 
talk about pigs and sausage. 


"Just sore in the knees," | reply. 

Lars blushes. "I honestly didn't think he'd make you do that." 

"Not complainin’, just sayin’. | knew what would happen if | poked the bear." 

"So you did?" 

"So | did" Not to brag, or anything. 

"You went to all that trouble and never even got off?" 

"What can | say? Cops are bastards." 

"Filthy fucking animals," Lars sneers, tugging at his inseam again. "Let me make it up to you.’ 
"| appreciate the offer, but--" 


"Please?" 


| swat his hand away. "Not while I'm driving." 

"When we get to my place, | mean" 

"That depends." 

"Anything you want," Lars says. "Name it. | owe you." 

"No ulterior motives, for one." 

He drops the shades and meets my eyes in the rearview mirror. "None. | promise. Just a favor for a favor." 
"You got beer and a shower?" 


"Got you covered." He throws me a wink, then flips my Ray Bans back over his baby greens. "I am worth a 


quarter billion, Grohl. In case you somehow forgot." 


| roll up to my bungalow the next morning to find some old pickup sitting in my driveway. Never mind the 
private property sign. | shrug and circle the block until | can parallel park. Happens a lot in this neighborhood. 
That's what | get for staying out on a Friday night again. 

| let myself in, and am immediately greeted by the smell of bacon and donuts. 


That's what | get for staying out on a Friday night again. 


"Did you get my message?" | ask as the source of the smell strolls into the living room wearing one of my 
towels and my favorite slippers. Yep, that's what | get. 


"Staying the night at your drunk buddy's place to make sure he's okay." James takes a sip from my favorite 
coffee mug. "Don't wait up. That one?" 


"That's the one." | squeeze past him and devour the plate of bacon in two handfuls. "What can | say? He 


insisted on celebrating." 
James' laughing eyes soften into concern. "Seriously, though--is Lars okay?" 


"No real damage," | assure him. "Just the kind he couldn't stop showing off to himself in the mirror. If 


anything, he might be a little too satisfied with the outcome." 


"| was afraid of that." 


"But don't worry. He promises to stick with civilian role play from now on. He also knows he'll get an actual 


ticket if he doesn't obey the posted speed limit." 

"What about you?" 

Grohl Grin. "I already know that. Found out the hard way, remember?" 

| meant your knees, smartass. You should've let me throw a cushion down first.” 

Okay, so | fibbed to Lars a little bit. Not about being pulled over by Trooper Hetfield only once. That part is 
accurate. | just neglected to mention that my surveillance methods include Trooper Hetfield and | shacking up 
on our days off. | asked James out after | paid the ticket. We've been together almost eight months now. 
Mostly monogamous, but sometimes we like to play around. Keeps things fresh and exciting. You'd be surprised 
how many people have a cop fetish. Lars has the dubious honor of being the exception to our "no celebrities" 
rule. 

"Would've ruined the authenticity of the moment," | remind James, "when Lars specifically asked me not to." 
"Are you still feeling it this morning?" 


"Not as much as Lars." 


James refills the mug and hands it over at last. "Might be a good idea to stay off your feet Today. Just in 


case." 

"Couch or bedroom?" | ask. 

"Bedroom." 

| start down the hall and hear the telltale plop of a towel to the floor behind me. | go to peel the shirt over 
my head and nearly dump coffee on myself. Better let James undress me this time. | have a feeling that's the 
plan anyway. 

Indeed, he drops to his knees when we reach the bed and tugs my pants down. Takes a long slow suck on his 
fingers, then a long slow suck on me. | murmur contentedly and sip my coffee. Only after | set the mug safely 
on the nightstand does James make use of his wet fingers. With a groan, | push back against him until he finds 
my prostate. It's important to do a thorough cavity search, after all. 

"No contraband," James observes, "but you've obviously had something concealed up here recently." 


"I got nothing to say until my lawyer arrives." 


"Yeah? Who's your lawyer?" 


"| represent myself” 


I's a joke as old as our relationship, but James still laughs. The sound is so sweet and warm that | practically 


melt like caramel. "Wanna cum in my mouth or my ass?" he asks. 
"I can only pick one?" 
"For now." 


| card my fingers through his silver hair, wondering if he'd let me cum in that. But since he's obviously in the 
mood to ride me: "Your ass. Put the hat on, too." 


"Cowboy or Trooper?" 
"You know which." 


A few more gentle laps to get me close, and James pulls off. "Sit up here against the headboard. Make sure 
you have a good view of the TV." 


Turns out, there's a tape in the VCR. Looks to be a home movie or amateur video. The screen glows blue for a 
few seconds before the footage begins to play. It looks to be a Highway Patrol cruiser that's pulled over a 
white sports car. The other vehicle is partly hidden from view, but is almost looks like--yep, there it is! A 
Lamborghini Diablo. Top down. Some preening, long-haired beauty behind the wheel. 

"What's this?" | joke. "An outtake from COPS?" 


"More like freelance video journalism." James smirks as he tosses me the remote. "I hear that's the preferred 


term these days." 


| reach for a donut from the box on the nightstand and spot a stack of Polaroids. "Looks like you're into 


photojournalism as well." 

"Whatever captures the moments | intend to enjoy later.” 

Onscreen, the state trooper adjusts his hat as he approaches the Lamborghini. 
"Have you watched this yet?" 

James shakes his head. "I was waiting for you." 


I'm so touched by the gesture that | want to grab him and kiss him and lose myself in the weight of his arms 
and the warmth of his mouth. There's plenty of time later, though. Trooper Hetfield has just reached the 


driver's side of the Lamborghini. In a moment, so will the cameraman. | give myself a few strokes and feel my 


nerves hum in anticipation 
"Then you better giddy-up." 


James straddles my legs while facing the screen. He arches his back until his head is resting on my shoulder. 
The handlebar of his mustache tickles my neck. "Can you still see?" 


‘lve got the perfect view." 


Of James’ broad shoulders and the ink swooping and coiling across them. Not to mention the trooper hat 
hanging from the bedpost that he puts on right before his tight ass envelops my cock. That's all | can see 
once he really starts moving. It's all | need to see. | have a photographic memory of yesterday and likely 
always will. Right now, | have a gorgeous silver bear with a big soft belly and a big hard cock riding me with 
the stamina of a man half his age. That's the picture | want sticking with me the most. Trooper Hetfield: once 


merciless, now naked and impaled and desperate. James: quivering and straining and begging for release. 

| give the word, and we explode together. James splatters the screen right as l'm being cuffed up on the hood 
of the car. It's the second time in 24 hours that I've had cum all over my face. Takes me a minute to catch 
my breath before | can tease him about it. 

"Better get a handle on your weapon, Hetfield. You damn near shorted out the TV." 


"Looks like perfect aim to me." 


He reaches toward the nightstand--not for something to towel off with, but for a snack. | swipe the chocolate 
eclair from his hand before he can take a bite. 


"Bad cop," | scold. "No donut until you clean up the mess you made." 


The End 


